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gavs Adrlenno carta blanche ta

The Call of the
TIIISWOMAN'S

. SICKNESS

Quickly Yielded To LjdU E.
Pinkham' Vegetable

Compound.

CrMMton. N.J.- -'I want bsthaafcyoo

For a moment shs said nothing,
then shook her head agatn.

"Issue your orders," be insisted. "1
am watting to obey."

She hesitated again, then said,
slowly:

"Have your hair cut It's the one
uncivilised thing about you."

For an Instant Samson's face hard-
ened.

"No," he said; "I dont cars to do
that."

"Oh, very well!" ahe laughed lightly.
"In that event, of courso, you shouldn't
do it." But her smile faded, and after
a moment he explained:

"You see, It wouldn't do."
"What do you mean?"
"I mean that I've got to keep some-

thing as It was to remind me of a prior
claim on my life."

For an Instant the girl's face cloud-
ed and grew deeply troubled.

"You don't mean," she asked, with
an outburst of Interest more vehement
than she bad meant to show, or real-lie- d

she was showing "you don't
mean thut you still adhere to ideas of
the vendetta?" Then she broke off
with a laugh, a rather nervous laugh.
"Of course not," she answered her
self. "That would be too absurd!"

"Would It?" asked Samson, simply.
He glanced at his watch. "Two min-
utes up," he announced. "The model
will please resume the pose. By the
way, may I drive with you tomorrow
afternoon?"

The next afternoon Samson ran up
the street steps of the Lescott house
and rang the bell, and a few moments
later Adrienne appeared. The car was
waiting outside, and, as the girl came
down the stair in motor coat and

tlea. His own people had cast bin
out Tbey had branded him as tha
deserter; they felt no need of htm of
bla counsel Very wall, let them have
It so. Ills problem had been settled
for him. Hts Gordlan knot waa cut

Sally and hla uncle alone bad his
address. This letter, caatlngTrhn out,
must have been authorised by them,
llrother Spencer acting merely as
amanuensis. Tbey, too, bad repudi-
ated blm and, If that were true, ex-

cept for the graves of hts parents,
the hills had no tla to hold blm.

"Sally, Sally!" ha groaned, dropping
bla face on hts crossed arms, while
hla shoulders heaved In an agony of
heartbreak, and his words came In tha
old, crude syllables: "I 'lowed you'd
believe in me ef hell frose!" He rose
after that, and made a fierce gesture
with his clenched fists. "All right,"
he said, bitterly, "I'm shet of the lot
of ye. I'm done!"

Hut tt waa easier to say the words
of repudiation than to cut the ttea
that wera knotted about hts heart.

With a rankling soul, the mountain-
eer left New York. Ha wrote Sally a
brief note, telling her that he was go-

ing to cross the ocean, but his hurt
pride forbade hts pleading for her con-

fidence, or adding, "1 love you." Ho
pjunged Into the art life of the "other
side of the Seine," and worked vora-
ciously. He waa trying to learn
much and to forget much.

One sunny afternoon when Samson
had been In the Quartlcr Latin for
eight or nine months the concierge of
his lodgings handed him, aa he passed
through the cour, an envelope ad-

dressed in the hand of Adrienne Les-

cott As he read it he felt a glow of
pleasurable surprise, and, wheeling, be
retraced his steps briskly to his lodg-

ings, where he began to pack. Adri-

enne bad written that ahe and her
mother and Wilfred Horton wera sail-
ing for Naples, and commanded htm,
unless he were too busy, to meet their
steamer. Within (wo hours be was
bound for Lucerne to cross the Italian
frontier by the slate-blu- e waters of
fjtke Maggiore.

A few weeks later Samson and Ad-

rienne were standing together by
moonlight In the ruins of the Coll
scum. The junketing about Italy had

Heretofore hts instructors had held
him rigidly to the limitations of black
and white, but now they took off the
bonds and permitted him the colorful
delight of attempting to express him-
self from the palette. It was like per-

mitting a natural poet to leave proas
and play with prosody.

One day Adrlcnne looked up from a
sheaf of his very creditable landscape
studies to inquire suddenly:

"Samson, are you a rich man or a
poor one?"

Ho laughed. "So rich," he told her,
"that unless I can turn some of this
stuff into money within a year or two
I shall have to go back to hoeing
corn."

She nodded gravely.
"Hasn't it occurred to you," she

demanded, "that in a way you are
wasting your gifts? They were talk-
ing about you the other evening sev-

eral painters. They all said that you
should be doing portraits."

The Kentuckian smiled. His mas-

ters had been telling him the same
thing. He had fallen In love with art
through the appeal of the skies and
hills. He had followed its call at the
proselyting of George Lescott, who
painted only landscape. Portraiture
seemed a lees artistic form of expres-
sion. Ho said so.

"That may all be very true," she
conceded, "but you can go on with
your landscapes and let your por-

traits pay the way. And," she added,
"since I am very vain and moderately
rich, I hereby commission you to
paint me, Just as soon as you learn
how."

Farbish bad simply dropped out Bit
by bit the truth of the conspiracy had
leaked, and he knew that his useful-
ness was ended and that well-line- d

pocketbooks would no longer open to
his profligate demands.

Sally had started to school. She
had not announced that she meant to
do so, but each day the people of Misery
saw her old sorrel mare making Its
way to and from the general direction
of Stagbone college, and they smiled.
No one knew how Sally's cheeks
flamed as she tsat alone on Saturdays
and Sundays on the rock at the back-
bone's rift. She was taking her place,
morbidly sensitive and a woman of
eighteen, among little spindle-shanke- d

girls in short skirts, and the little
girls were more advanced than she.
Hut she, too, meant to have "l'arnin' "
as much of It as was necessary to sat-
isfy the lover who might never come.
And yet, the "fotched-on- teachers at
the "college" thought her the most
voraciously ambitious pupil they had
ever had, so unflaggingly did she toll,
and the most remarkably acquisitive,
so fast did she learn. But ber studies
had again been interrupted, and Miss
Grover, her teacher, riding over one
day to find out why her priie scholar
had deserted, met In the road an
empty "jolt wagon." followed by a
ragged cortege of mounted men and
women, whose faces were still lugu-
brious with the effort of recent
mourning. Her question elicited the
information that they were returning
from the "buryin' " of the Widow Mil-

ler.

Towards the end of that year Sam-
son undertook his portrait of Adri--

1 ri$' I
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among his portfolios and stacked
vaaes until his return. In a few mlo-uta- s

she discovered one of those ef-

forts which shs called his "rebellious
pictures."

These wera such things as hs paint-

ed, using no model except memory
perhapa, not for tba making of finished
pictures, but merely to give outlet to
his feelings; an outlet which soms
men might have found In talk.

This particular canvas was roughly
blocked In, and It was elementally
simple, but each brush stroks had
been thrown against tha surface with
ths concentrated flra and eaergy of a
blow, except tha strokes that had
painted tha face, and there tba brush
had seemed to klas tha canvas. Tha
picture showed a barefooted girl,
standing, In barbaric simplicity or
dress, In the glare of tha arena, while
a gaunt lion crouched eyeing ber. Her
head waa lifted aa though she wera
listening to faraway music la tha
eyes was Indomitable courage. That
canvas was at once a declaration of
love, and a miserere. Adrienne set
It np beside ber own portrait and, as
the studied the two with her chin rest-

ing on her gloved hand, ber ayes
cleared of questioning. Now shs knew
what she missed In ber own mora
beautiful likeness. It had been paint-
ed with all tba admiration of tba mind.
The other had been dashed off straight
from the heart and this other was
Sally! She replaced the sketch where
she had found tt and Samson return-
ing found her busy with little sketches
of the Seine.

"Drennle," pleaded Wilfred Horton.
as the two leaned on the rail of tha
Mauretanla, returning from Europe,

"ate you going to hold ma off In-

definitely? I've sarved my sevea
years for Rachel and thrown In soma

extra time. Am ! no nearer tba goal?"

The girl looked at the oily baava of

the leaden and cherlaa Atlantic and
Its somber tones found reflection In

ber eyes. She shook ber head
"I wish I knew." abe said, wearily.

Then she added vehemently: "I ra not
worth It, Wilfred Let me go. Chuck
me out of your life aa a Mile pi if who

can't read her own heart; bo Is too
utterly selfish to decide upon her own

life."
"I If he put tha qncttlon with

foreboding "thai, after all. I was a
prophet? Have you and South
wiped your feet on the doormat
marked 'Platonic friendship?" Have
you done that Dreams?"

She looked up Into his eye Her
own were wide and honest and very

full of pain.
T iK CONTISC.KD)

AGE HAS ITS COMPENSATION

Philosophical View as Taken by This
Man 8aens ta Have Much ta

Rtcommend It

He waa a lively old rap of past
seventy at a lobster paiae table with
a glass of plain water for tipple.

"Of course." he was saying to the
younger men with him. "I am not at
long for this world aa you chaps are.
If you live to be aa old aa I am. but
I have a satisfaction In Jtf that yon

harent I know, beraus when 1

was In my forties every time I had
anything tha matter with ma I got
scared.

"I was afraid that elthrr It would
kill me with only half my life lived or
that It was some lingering disease that
would make thirty or forty years of
my Ufa a burden. Nor was I atone
in thinking that way. Every man of
my age had ths same feeling. I think
that come to most men when tbey
arc about thirty,

"Youth'a carelessness lasts only a
very short time and a man mighty
soon begins to wonder whst will hap-

pen to him next, or how long ha will
stay In good shape. When a man
reaches my age he begins to be care-

less again. Most of what will happen
has hsppenad. and ha la through with

Itand what it to happen next doesn't
make much difference because In tha
nature of things It cant last long
whatever It la and the finality comes
aa a retting spell and a cessation from
tha worries of tha flesh.

"1 know soma old men who don't
take tba same view of themselves that
! do. and I am sorry for them, be-

cause a man owes It to himself, I
think, to quit bothering about giving
up when ba knows ba has to do It
whether or no."

Pleasure In One's Warn.
Pleasure la work produces a tyav

patheUo, teachable mental attitude to-

ward tba task. It makes tha atten-
tion Involuntary, and eases tba strata
of attending It stops ths aervout
leaks of worry. Ona of tha secrets of
tasting wall la to avoid getting stale
and tired and In a mental rat Pleas-
ure glvea a sensa of freedom that la a
rest as a wide road rests tha driver.
To know a thing thoroughly and at-

tain mastership In It ona mast ba
drawn back to tt repeatedly by Its at-

traction a. aad must Had one's powers
evoked aad trained by Its Inspiration.

Prof. Edward D. Jones, la Engineer-
ing Uagatina.

Prtmltlvs Chinese Stilt,
lav tha ax tract Ion of camphor tha

Chinese use a moat primitive still,
which at tba same ttma proves of con-

siderable mora efficacy thaa might ba
iparted. Tba leaves are plated ta a

wicker basket, which .Is fixed over aa
Iron caldroa containing water. Oa tha
top of tha basket s basis of cold water
la placed. Tba stents from the caldron
passes throagh tba leaves of tha basket
aad carrtea ovar tha camphor vapor,
which ta deposited In tba form ajf cam-

phor oa tha cool aader sarfaoo ag tha

n Cumberlands

By Charles Neville Buck

With Illustrations
from Photographs of Scenes

in the Play

(Coprristit. ton. br W. . Watt ft Co)

SYNOPSIS.

On Misery creek Sally Miller finds
Oeor,'e I.cseott, H tamlsi-up- painter, un-
conscious. Jesse Purvy of the Hollmn
clan has been shot and Sunison is

of tli erlme. Suinson denies It.
The shootin" hrenks the truee In the
Hollnmn-Sont- feud. Lescott discovers
artistic ability In Samson. Samson
thraxlies Tamarack Splcer and denounces
him as the "tnice-bcisier- " who shot Purvy.
Samson tells the fcSouih clun that lie Is
going to leave the mountains. I,esoott
goes home to New York. Samson bids
Splcur and Sally farewell nnd follows. In
New Tork Samson studies art and learns
much of city ways Drennis Lescott per.
auades Wilfred Horton, her dilettante
lover, to do u man's work In the world.
Prompted y her love. Sally teaches her-ae- lf

to write. Horton throws himself Into
the business world and becomes well
"hated by predatory financiers and politi-
cians. At n Hohemtan resort Samson
meets William Furbish, sport v social par-
asite, and Morton's enemy. Farblsli s

with others to make Horton Jeal-
ous, and succeeds. Furbish brings Horton
and Samson together at the Kenmoro
club's shooting lodge, and forces an open
Tiipture. expecting Samson to kill Horton
and so rid the political and financial thugs
of the crusader. Samson exposes the plot
anil thrasl.es the conspirators.

CHAPTER XI Continued.

"George Lescott brought me up here
and befriended me. Vutil a year ago
I had never known any life except
that of the Cumberland mountains.
Until I met Miss Lescott, I had never
known a woman of your world. She

as good to me. She saw that In
spite of my roughness and Ignorance I

wanted to learn, and she taught me.
You chose to misunderstand, and dis-

liked me. These men saw that, and
believed that, if they could make you
Insult me. they could make me kill
you. As to your part, they succeeded.
I didn't see fit to oblige them, but,

--low that I've settled with them, I'm
"willing to give you satisfaction. Do
we fight now and shake hands after-
ward, or do we shake hands without
fighting?"

Horton stood silently studying the
mountaineer.

"Good God!" he exclaimed at last.
"And you ore the man I undertook to
criticize!"

"Ycu ain't answered my question,"
suggested Samson South.

"South, if 'you are willing to shake
"hands with me I shall be grateful. I
may a well admit that, if you had
thrashed me before that crowd, you

.could hastily have succeeded In mak-
ing me feel smaller. I have played
Vnto their hands. I have been a damned
fool. I have riddled my own

and if you can afford to ac-

cept my apologies and my hand I am
offering you both."

"I'm right glad to bear that," said
the mountain boy, gravely. "1 told
you I'd just as lief shake hands as
fight. . . . But just now I've got to
go to Use telephone."

The booth' was In the same room,
and, as Horton waited, he recognized
the number for which Samson was
calling. Wilfred's face once more
flushed with the old prejudice. Could
It be that Samson meant to tell Adri-

enne Lescott what had transpired?
Was he, after all, the braggart who
boasted of his fights? And, if not,
was it Samson's custom to call her
tip every evening for a goodnight
message? He turned and went into
the hall, but, after a few minutes,

"I'm glad you liked the show . . ."
the mountaineer was saying. "No,
nothing special is happening here
except that the ducka are plentiful.
. . . Yes, I like it fine. . . . Mr.
Horton's here. Wait a minute I
guess maybe he'd like to talk to you."

The Kentuckian beckoned to Hor-
ton, and. as he surrendered the re
ceiver, left the room. He was think-
ing with a smile of the unconscious
humor with which the girl's voice bad
Just come across the wire:

"I knew that If you two met each
other you would become friends."

"I reckon," said Samson, ruefully.
when Horton Joined aim, "we'd better
look around and see bow bad those
fellows are hurt in there. They may
need a doctor." And the two went
back to And several startled servants
assisting to their beds the disabled
combatants, and the next morning
their inquiries elicited the lnforma
tloo that the gentlemen were all "able
to be about, but were breakfasting in
their rooms."

Such as looked from their windows
that morning saw an unexpected ell
mat, when the car of Mr. Wilfred
Horton drove away from the club car-
rying the man whom they had hoped
to see killed and the man they had
hoped to see kill him. The two ap
peared to be in excellent spirits and
thoroughly congenial aa the car rolled
out of sight, and the gentlemen who
were left behind decided that. In view
of the circumstances, the "extraordi-
nary spree" of last night bad beat go
tinadverttaed Into ancient history.

CHAPTEftTxil.

TIM second year of a new order
brings fewer radical changes than the
first. Samson's work began to forge
ert of lbs ranks of tba ordlaary nnd
to shew symptom of a quality which

a thousand times for tha wondorfot
I Igood Lydia e. nns

ham s Vegetable

1 Compound baa dooo
for me. I suffered

fvary much from a
female trouble. I

! bearing down
ns, was irregular

at times aonkl
ardly walk across
bs room. I waa

fcmabls to do
bouse work or attend to my baby I waa
soweak. Lvrlla E. Plnkham's Vegetabln

Confound did me a world of good, and,
now I am strong and healthy, can do my
work and tend my baby. I advise ail
suffering women to take It and gat
well sal did. "--

Mrs. raKKUl Coom.
E.F.D.. BiUgatoe, M.J.

Lydia E. Pink ham's Vegetable Caen
pound, made from native roots and
berbe, contains bo narcotic or hatmfot
drags, aad to-da- y holds tha record of
being tha moat stKcaesful remedy for
female Ilia wa know of, and thonaand
of voluntary testimonials on Ala fat tha
Pinkbaa laboratory at Lynn. Maas.,
earn to prove this fact
For thirty years It has ben th stand-

ard remedy for female Ills, and baa re-

stored tha health of thousands of woman
who have bean troubled with snch ait
gftants aa displacements, inflammation,
ulceration, tomora, Irrvgularliias, eta.

If yon want special advtcw
writ to Lydla F-- Plnkha-- n Med-IH- na

Cv, ( ronrldmtUl ) Lynn.
Maaa, Your letter will b--a opened.
rr4 and answered by a aroaaatt
and held ta strict ooofldaace.

wanted r?ri" ? gJWWsl fosVSJBj

' A Tla.
J "How ran I beep cty hair itam flt- -

Ing out"
j "iVjfl't do anything that aaaoya H."

You Defer can tell. Maty a man
ho a rite pretty punk lov letters

makee a mighty gnod husband

Breaking tt Gently.
Maid Th! gut Into a wouae la

tM strrvt last night and ul all tha
'Iter.

' Mttre-W- st stupid pepl to
leave duoit uottHkod' Whoaa boasa

; was t?
j Mal- i- it at number T.

MIlraW by, that t our aoaaa!
Xskl 1m tnaara. bat I did t

; warn to fr'ahten

WHEN KIDNEYS ACT BAD

TAKE GLASS OF SALTS

tat Leas Meat If Kldnsys Hurt S Van
Hava Backache er B'adder Misery

Msat Farms Una Acid.

No man or woman who eats meat

ri ulariy can make a mistake by flush-
ing lbs kldarys occasionally, say a
well known authority Meat forma
uric acid which ck the kidney pore
ao they slucgtohly Alter or strain oak
part Of the waste and poison front
Uie blood, tbrn you get tick. Nearly
all rheumatism, hradachu. liver trots-b- l.

nTvoute, ci,!lj atUvn, dliai-iiwm- i.

lwpl-- u, bladdt-- r diaordera
com from sluggish ktdaeya.

The mott,tBl )o fwl a dull ache In
the kidnvts or your bark hurta, or if
tba urine Is cloudy. o(f-nsi- full of
srdlmrnt. Im-gut- of passage or at
tended by a sensation n( scalding, got
about tour ouncea of Jad Slta front
any reliable pharmacy and take a
tableapotMiftil to a glass of water ha
fore brkfat for a few days and your
kidneys will then act Baa. This fa-

mous salts la made from the acid of
gran and lemon juice, combined with

' tit hla and has bean nsed for genera
tions to flush clogged kidneys and
stimulate them to activity, also to neu- -'

; trallte tha acids la nrtaa so ft ao
! longer causes Irritation, thut coding
' bladder disorders.

Jad Salts Is Inexpensive aad cannot
i Injure; makes a delightful effrrrea
t ceat tlthla water drink which aU res

nlar meat eaters should lake now and
then to keep the kidneys clean and
tha blood pure, thereby avoiding sa-rto-as

kidney complications. Adv. ,
Quite Probable.

Teacher Tha passive verb, Johnny,
expresses ths nature of receiving aa

, action.' For Instance, "Johnny ta
! spanked." Now tell me what dose

Johnny do?
8tadent (with Imagination) John-

ny hollers.

Imaortant ta Motttorn
Kxamlna carotaUy every bottle of

CA8TOIUA, a safe and sura remedy fori
infants and cbiidrea. aad sea that it J

Heart tha
Signature of
In t'sa For Over 30 Years.
Cbiidrea Crj for iletcharg Cagtoria

Vetubls.
"Is ha a maa of bla word?.
"I doat believe so. He's a man of

too manv word "

CruslaiH fyenis.
tirC EvaefcfWd bv ar

are ta lea. gwsl aad Want

IPlfnn aakklvvalievadNanvanj
ILVCS tyeBsssnty. Kefi lasrrkag,

if iut lire CasTifofl At
Tone rraggisi's tOc nee rkttla. Marha) tya
talvtinTsbav otaaUslratryrfr
OraggisHor Harass Irt I

veil, she paused and her Angers on the
banister tightened in surprise as she
looked at the man who stood below I

holding his hat in his hand, with hts
face upturned. The well shaped head )

was no longer marred by the mane
which it had formerly worn, but was
close cropped, and under the trans-
forming Influence of the change the
forehead seemed bolder and higher,
and to her thinking the strength of
the purposeful features was enhanced,
and yet, had she known it, the man
felt that he had for the first time sur-
rendered a point which meant an aban-
donment of something akin to prin-
ciple.

She said nothing, but as she took
his hand In greeting her tin kits
pressed his own In handclasp more
lingering than usual.

Late that evening, w hen Samson re-

turned to the studio, he found a mis-

sive in his letter box, and, as he took
tt out. his eyes fell on the postmark.
It was dated from Hlxon, Kentucky,
and, as the man slowly climbed the
stairs, he tuned the envelop over in
his hand with a strange sense of mis-
giving and premonition.

The letter was written In the
cramped band of Brother Spencer.
Through Its faulty diction ran a plain-
ly discernible undcrnote, of disapproval
for Samson, though there was no word
of reproof or criticism. It was plain
that it was sent as a matter of cour
tesy to one who. having proved an
apostate, scarcely merited such consid-

eration. It Informed htm that old
Splcer South had been "mighty pore-ly,- "

but was now better, barring the
breaking of age. Everyone was "tol-

erable." Then came the announce-
ment which the letter had been writ-
ten to convey.

The term of the Soulh-Hollma- truce
had ended, and It had been renewed j

for an Indefinite period. j

"Some of your folks thought they i

ought to let you know because they
promised to give you a say." wrote j

the informant, "ilut they derided that
it couldn't hardly make no difference
to you. since you have left the moun-

tains, and if you cared anything about
it. you knew the time, and could of
been here. Hoping this finds you
well."

Samson's face clouded. He threw
the soiled and scribbled missive down
on the table and sat with unseeing
eyes fixed on the studio wall. So, they
had cast him out of their councils I

They already thought of htm as on a

w ho had been.
In that passionate rush of feeling

everything that bad happened since
he had left Misery seemed artificial
and dreamlike. Hs longed for the
realities that were forfeited. He want-

ed to press himself close to the great,
gray shoulders of rock that broke
through ths greenery Ilka giants tear
Ing off soft raiment Those were his
people back there. He should be run-

ning with the wolf pack, not coursing
with beagles.

He had been telling himself that hs
was loyal and now he realized that ha
was drifting like the lotus eaters.

He rose and paced ths floor, with
teeth and hands clenched and ths
sweat standing out on hts forehead.
His advisers had of lata been urging
blm to go to Paris. He had refused,
and bis unconfessed reason had been
that In Parts he could not answer a
sudden call. He would go back to
them now and compel them to admit
hta leadership.

Then his eyes fell on ths unfinished
portrait of Adrienne. The face gated
at him with Its grave sweetness; It
fragrant subtlety and Its d

delicacy. Her pictured lips were si-

lently arguing for tha life hs had
found among strangers, and her vic-
tory would have bean an easy one, bat
for the fact that Just now his con-

science seemed to ba on the other
side. Samson's elvrnxatioo wis tws
years old a illa veneer over a earn--'

tury of fesdallasa aad wow tha ea
tury waa thundering Its call of blood
bondage. ' Bat. as tba man struggled
over tba - dilemma, tha peaduram
swung back. Tba hundred years had
left, also, a heritage at auk knees aad
bltti rasas to reseat Injury and mjws--

His Eyes Fell on ths Postmark,

been charming, and now In that tlrrle
of septa softness and broken columns
ha looked at her and auddenly asked
himself:

"Just what does she mean to you?"
If he had never asked hlturelf that

question before ho knew now that It j

must some dsy be answered. Friend-
ship had been a good and seemingly
a sufficient definition. Now he was not
so sure that It could remain so.

Then his thoughts went back to a
cabin In the hills and a girt In calico
He heard a voice like tha voice of a
song bird saying through tears:

"I couldn't live without ye. Samson.... 1 Jert couldn't do hit!"
For a moment be was sick of bis life.

It seemed that there stood before htm.
in that place of historic wraiths and
raemorfvs, a glrL her eyes ssd. but
loyal, and without reproof.

"You look," said Adrienne, studying
his countenance In the pallor of the
moonlight "as though you were tee-
ing ghosts."

"I am," said Samson. "Lat a go."
Adrienne had not yet seen ber por-

trait. Samson bad needed a few hours
of finishing when be left New York,
though It waa work which could ba
dona away from tha model. So It waa
natural that when tha party reached
Paris Adrienne should toon Insist oa
creasing the Pont d'Alexaadra III to
his studio near tha "Doule Mich" for an
Inspection of her commissioned canvas.
For a while ahe wandered about the
businesslike place, littered with tha
gear of tba painter'a craft It was. la
a way, a form of mind reading, for
Samson's brush was tha tongue of his
soul.

Tha girl's eyes grew thoughtful at
aba saw that ha still draw tha leering,
saturnine face of Jim Atberry. Ha
bad not outgrown hate, then? Put
tha said nothing anttl ha brought oat
and set on an easel ber own portrait
For a moment tba gasped with shear
delight for tba colorful mastery of the
technique, and aha would hava beea
hard to pleaaa had abe Dot been de-

lighted with tba conception of her
self mirrored In tha caavaa. It was a
face through which tba soul allowed,
and tha soul wss strong and flawless.
Tha girl's personality radiated rrom
tha canvas and yet A disappointed
Uttla look crossed and clou dad bar
eyea. 8ha waa conscious of aa

catch of pala at her heart.
amaoa stepped forward, aad bis

watting ayes, too, war disappointed.
Tow doat Uka tt. Dreanler ha

anxiously questioned. . Bat aha smiled
ta answer, aad dec tared :- -

--I lova tt.--
- Ha want oat a few mlsutes later ta

taieabeaa for bar ta Mrs. Laapoq, aad

enne Lescott. The work was nearing
completion, but it had been agreed
that the girl herself was not to have
a peep at the canvas until the painter
was ready to unveil it In a finished
condition. Often, as she posed, Wil-

fred Horton idled in the studio with
them, and often George Lescott came
to criticize, and left without critic!-ing- .

The girl was impatient for the
day when she, too, was to see the pic-

ture, concerning which the three men
maintained so profound a secrecy. She
knew that Samson was a painter who
analyzed with his brush, and that his
picture would show her not only fea-

tures and expression, but the man's
estimate of herself.

"Do you know," he said one day,
coming out from behind his easel and
studying her. through half-close- eyes,
"I never really began to know you un-

til now? Analyzing you studying you
In this fashion, not by your words, but
by your expression, your pose, the
very unconscious essence of your per
sonallty these things are illuminat-
ing."

"Although I am not painting you,"
she said with a smile, "I have been
studying you, too. As you stand there
before your canvas your own person-
ality is revealed and I have not been
entirely unobservant myself."

"And under the y scrutiny of
this profound analysts," hs aatd with
a laugh, "do you like me?"

"Walt and see," she retorted.
"At all events" be spoke gravely

"you must try to like me a little, be-

cause 1 am not what I was. The per-so-n

that I am Is largely the creature
of your own fashioning. Of course
you had very raw material to work
with, and you can't make a silk purse
of" he broke off and smiled "well,
of me, but In time you may at least
get me mercerised a little."

For no visible reason she flushed,
and her next question came a trifle
eagerly:

"Do you mean I have Influenced
you?"

"Influenced me, Drennle?" hs re-

peated. "Yon have dons mors than
that Ton have painted me out and
painted me over."

Shs shook her bead, and la her eyes
danced a light of subtle coquetry.

"There are things I bars tried to
do. mud failed,'' abe told bios.

His eyes showed surprise. -
"Perhaps," ke apologised, "1 aa

dease. and row Bay hava. to tell ass
Mostly what I am t do. Bat yoa
know that yo have only to tell ma."rU sows day giv it dlstlactloa.


